Harijan family that had come and settled in the Ashram.
Ba simply could not bring herself to eat food cooked by
them, and confined herself, poor dear, to fruitarian diet.
But Bapu could not tolerate that, either. He said:
"Look, I simply will not have untouchability in the
Ashram. If you insist on making these distinctions bet-
ween human beings, go and live in Rajkot. You cannot
live with me and practise untouchability." This sort of
bickering would continue till late into the night. On
rising in the morning, the good work of converting Ba
would be taken up by her two sons, Ramadas and Deva-
das. "Ba!" they would argue, "you had none of these
scruples in South Africa. What is come over you here?"
Ba would reply: "That was a foreign land. Things did
not matter so much over there. But here we are in our
own country, in the midst of our own people. How can
I l?reak the rules and conventions of society here?"
We had our daily programme of drawing and
fetching water from the well. Bapu, too, came along
with his water-pot. One day I said to him: "Bapuji, you
had no sleep last night, and your head is aching. And
you ground corn with me for quite a long time this
morning. Please go and rest a little now. We will see
to the water." But, would Bapu listen? Never! Knowing
how useless it was to argue with him, I started drawing
water from the well, along with Ramadas, and the other
ashramites began to carry in pots to the Ashram and
fill up the empty vessels there.
Suddenly, I got my chance and stole off to the
Ashram unperceived. And I collected all the empty
vessels I could find, big and small, and, calling all the
Ashram children to follow me, went off to the well at
30